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perspective in a last, irresistible appeal to come back to
Rio.
6. Shark
As sport, it sounded rather formidable. There was a
good deal of talk to awe-struck listeners of which the
upshot, if I remember rightly, was that on some previous
occasion the ship's carpenter had lost a leg simply because
the catch had been imperfectly controlled after it came on
board. That was the secret of success. Anyone, it seemed,
could land a shark ; but its proper treatment after landing
called for expert assistance and advice, and neglect of these
elementary precautions was apt to be followed by serious
consequences. As we should be on the fishing-ground at
Bahia a little after ten, we dined with high resolve; the
health of the ship's carpenter's remaining leg was drunk with
some emotion ; and after dinner the fishermen withdrew to
dress for their exertions, emerging in a costume vaguely
reminiscent of a poacher with marine proclivities. Thus
arrayed, they journeyed to the chosen scene of their exploits
on the ship's uttermost extremity, where cooks come up to
breathe and stewards gossip in the shade of iron stanchions
and emigrants stare glassily at nothing, while their un-
numbered offspring crawl perilously round the notice which
invites approaching shipping (in three languages) to be
careful of our propellers.
The night was still; across the water the heaped lights,
piled on one another at unusual levels, indicated the strange
silhouette of Bahia; and a few spectators—relatives, no
doubt, of the ship's carpenter—watched curiously, as the
intrepid fishermen spread out their tackle. It was distinctly
unconventional. A length of chain, item a hook that would
have formed a serviceable addition to the equipment of St.
George, item one large piece of pork certified by the cook
to be unfit for human consumption but, by the same token,
powerfully attractive to sharks. These, with a mile or so
of rope, completed the shark-fisher's outfit; and, with a

